
A C K N OW L E D G M E N T S

Writing this book has often felt, to use Annie Lamott’s delicious

phrase, “like putting an octopus to bed.” Like noise, a flailing limb is a

signal, a sign frequently of distress, but also an expression of hope, of

possible freedom and of rescue.

I have experienced all of this while putting these ideas on paper,

and it is here that I wish to acknowledge those people who have res-

cued me, in all sorts of ways, during the time I’ve spent thinking,

writing, and living. Though this list may seem long to those who read

it, it is short to me, knowing as I do how many others, whose names

do not appear here, have also sustained me.

Thanks to my friends and colleagues on Wcenter, in the

International Writing Centers Association, and in the Northeast

Writing Centers Association, who brought me into the writing center

fold as a graduate student and whose dedication, humor, and com-

mitment to this work I value especially.

To those writing center colleagues who have become treasured

friends, especially Pete Gray, Neal Lerner, Anne Geller, Michele Eodice,

and Libby Miles. You remind me that this work is supposed to be chal-

lenging and fun. And you make it so. To Ben Rafoth, who made the

writing center at Indiana University of Pennsylvania a place I wanted

to hang out, as well as a place I wanted to work. To Nancy Welch, for

her theorizing about writing center work and writing center play.

To my graduate school compadres from IUP, especially Margie

Vagt, Shelly Orr, Ann Ott, Gail Tayko, John Tassoni, Nancy Leech, and

Todd Krug, for conversations about teaching and writing and

researching that moved out of our classrooms and wound up around

the tables of our Women’s Dinners and under the clear evening skies

of Two Lick Reservoir.



To my colleagues at Fairfield, from whom I continue to learn about

the teaching/research/service triad by their personal and professional

examples, especially John Thiel, Kathy Nantz, Dennis Keenan, and

Betsy Bowen. To Susan Rakowitz, whose insistence on lunch provided

much-needed breaks and sustenance. To David Schmidt, whose intel-

lectual vision is equaled only by his knowledge of music/Hendrix/

feedback/noise; and to Mariann Regan, who not only assumed the role

of writing center director during much of the writing of this draft, but

who actually enjoyed it.

To the peer tutors, whose takes on tutoring never fail to delight

and surprise me. To the tutors at Fairfield University, whose mini-

dramas and humorous renditions of campus life have made it diffi-

cult to sit in my office and write, even as they have given me so much

to write about. To the tutors at Rhode Island College, without whom I

am not sure I could have written this book. And I am quite sure it

would not have been nearly as much fun. Thank you.

To Meg Carroll, for Zuka Juice, surf ’n’ turf, bug zappers, and

Water Fire. But mostly for her amazing program at Rhode Island

College, as well as for unrestricted access to her copious notes, books,

journals, tutors, laptops, videos, and mind.

To Mark Hurlbert and Michael Spooner, whose excitement about

this project in all its incarnations has been unflagging and whose

ideas about it always sent me back to write.

To my phantom limbs, the people in my life whose daily presence I

miss most: Cristina Parsons and Geoff Sanborn, two former Fairfield

colleagues and two of the dearest, smartest, funniest, most irreverent

people I know; and my parents, my brother and his family—would

that I could shrink the world.

To my husband, Dan Bedeker, for gently coaxing my sleeping

limbs back to life. I promise longer bike rides and more frequent pad-

dles through the marsh. Phew!

This work has also been supported in part by a Fairfield University

Summer Research Stipend and by a grant from the National Writing

Centers Association.

Despite all this assistance, there remain many shortcomings in this

book. These are, of course, entirely my own.


